She, she is dead, she's dead! \Vhen thou know'st this,

Thou know'st how wan a ghost this our world is,

And learn'st thus much by our Anatomy,

That it should more affright than pleasure thee:

And that, since all fair colour then did sink,

'Tis now but wicked vanity to think

To colour vicious deeds with good pretence,

Or with bought colours to illude men's sense.

Nor in ought more this world's decay appears

Than that her influence the heav*n Forbears,

Or that the elements do not feel this,

The father or the mother barren is:

The clouds conceive not rain, or do not pour,

In the due birth-time, down the balmy shower;

Th'air doth not motherly sit on the earth,

To hatch her seasons, and give all things birth:

Spring-times were common cradles, but are tombs,

And false conceptions fill the general wombs;

Th'airs shew such meteors, as none can see

Not only what they mean, but what they be;

Earth such new worms as would have troubled much

Th'Egyptian Magi to have made more such.

What artist now dare boast that he can*bring

Heav*& hither, oa* constellate any tfaiug,